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Author's Notes: 

This is a oneshot that takes place in the world of Drummer Boy/Silver Fox. In that story, it's mentioned that, 
years before meeting Bastian, Sylvain and Esa have a tumultuous romantic entanglement, and that Sylvain flies 
out to Helsinki for a week to be with Esa This is a snippet of that because | felt like writing something hot and 
depressing! 


Sylvain knew he should've listened to David. 


His bandmate advised him several times not to answer Esa's every beck and call, for the sake of his 
mental health, but here he was. In Helsinki. While Esa's wife and kids were out of town. 


He'd never had such a carnal need to be with somebody. His love for Esa was deep, deeper than the 
vastest of any of the earth's oceans. And Esa knew how to cut him deep, too, how to shatter his bones, how 
to break his very soul. Yet he kept coming back. Because those moments where Esa decided Sylvain was 
worthy of his love, well - that made all the pain worth it. It was a euphoria Sylvain had never felt in all his 
forty years, even when he'd been with his ex-wife. Esa was otherworldly. Esa was the moon in Sylvain's night 


sky, even if Sylvain was barely a fading star in Esa's universe. 


He flew to Helsinki on the first flight he could find when Esa drunkenly texted him to say his wife was gone 
for the week on a trip. Esa picked him up at the airport the very next day, looking a bit sheepish about it now 
that he was sober. But as soon as they were in Esa's home, the Finn couldn't keep his hands off of him. That 
made everything worth it. That made the sleepless nights and almost drinking himself dead when Esa wouldn't 
speak to him all worth it. 


Sylvain felt desired and loved. He knew this high would fade and eventually crash when Esa inevitably 
disposed of him again, but he would milk it for all he was worth while it lasted. Hopefully, it would last the 
entire week he would be staying in Finland. Because if not, he wasn’t sure what he'd do if Esa got weird with 
him. Get a hotel, he supposed. 


Esa's house was neat but lived in. Sylvain saw the signs of family life throughout, but chose to ignore it. 
Because if he thought about it too much, he'd begin to hate himself again. This wasn't his fault, anyway - this 
was Esa's decision. Esa was the one to ask him here, to invite him in and then defile every inch of the house 
that he fucked him on. Even Esa's marital bed clearly wasn't sacred to him. It was the first place he brought 
Sylvain to, once they'd gotten through the threshold of the front door. Esa caught him looking at a photo on 
the nightstand of him and his wife and flipped it face down before resuming kissing his neck. Whether Esa 
didn't want to see it, or just didn't want Sylvain to see it, the Frenchman wasn't sure. 


They fucked on just about every surface and non-surface in Esa's home over the course of the next few 
days. The kitchen counter, the living room couch, the shower, one of the amps in Esa's home studio, the sauna 
- even the deck on the back of the home. It was like Esa wanted to leave traces of Sylvain everywhere he 
could. Did he despise his wife that much? Or did he just get off on cheating? Sylvain chose to believe that Esa 
just loved him that much. Just like he chose to ignore the family photos and the kids drawings hung upon the 
fridge and the toys and things strewn about the house. 


Esa had neighbors, but they were far away, and his property was fairly private. It was surrounded by 
trees, and there was a beautiful lake flanking a good portion of it. So when Esa pushed him against the side of 
his car as they were getting ready to go grab dinner somewhere, Sylvain gave in, knowing no one would see 
them. He was a slut for it, just like Esa loved They fucked on the front porch once, and twice amongst the 
trees as they strolled together in the woods. 


Sylvain made sure never to say "I love you," first, as desperately as he longed to. He didn't want to show 
vulnerability, even though Esa clearly knew Sylvain was a slave to him. Esa went through phases in dishing out 
his words of affection. Sometimes, he'd leave the man longing for any sign that he liked him at all, for months 
- and other times, he'd say it twenty times in a row while promising he was going to leave his wife so they 


could live together happily ever after. 


Sylvain stopped believing that part. Realistically, he'd never believed it, but it still fueled that high, the high 
of Esa loving him. He knew Esa was still seeing others behind his back - behind his wife's back - men and 


women alike. But he was certain Esa loved him, to some degree. Otherwise he wouldn't look at him the way he 


did, wouldn't touch him the way he did, wouldn't talk to him the way he did. He saw the way Esa's eyes 


changed when he looked at him. There was love there. 


And Esa was full of love on this particular week. He almost told Sylvain he loved him once a minute; the 
Frenchman wish he'd been keeping track, making a tick in a notebook each time Esa said those words. He was 
certain he could've filled multiple pages. Maybe he could've used it as reference during the weeks Esa wouldn't 


return his calls or text him back. 


On the final night of Sylvain's stay, Esa withheld his "I love yous." He only said it once, whispered against 
the skin of his neck as they made love in the lake. Sylvain was back to being confused at where he stood in 
Esa's life, but that was normal by now. They fucked multiple times that day, but he started feeling less like a 


person and more like an object - Esa's sexual plaything - in the end. 


"You should come stay with me in France when you have some time," Sylvain said as they floated leisurely 
in the still, black water under the twilight. Esa's dark blonde hair shone silver and the stars glittered in his 
eyes. Sylvain could tell he was emotionally closed off for the week, that Sylvain's value to Esa was beginning to 
wear off. Esa didn't answer, just chuckled lowly and pressed their lips together to avoid responding. It wasn't 
the first time Sylvain had invited Esa to stay with him, probably wouldn't be the last - and it certainly wasn't 
the first time Esa refused to answer him. He never gave him a straight answer. Never said no directly, but he 
always had an excuse or didn't respond at all. Sylvain let it go, like he usually did. 


Esa floated them over to the swimming dock They kissed luxuriously. Sylvain moaned softly, and that was 
enough to make Esa spin Sylvain around and press him against the small wooden structure. Sylvain held onto 
the cold, slippery post as Esa breached him. He cried out happily at being filled. 


The world felt so vast, and yet Sylvain felt as though he and Esa were the only ones in it. All that watched 
them was the night sky. The only background noises were the quiet ripple of the lake and some distant frogs 
and crickets. Esa's labored breathing was a delight to Sylvain's ears. He loved listening to Esa fall apart, loved 
hearing his name on his lips. He loved being the cause of Esa's ecstasy. 


He shook happily as Esa came in him, filling him up with nearly endless hot streams. Esa clamped his teeth 
on Sylvain's shoulder, and Sylvain secretly hoped it would leave a bruise there that he could admire over the 


next few days. It could be his little fading reminder of this week when he was back home in Nancy. 


"| love you so much," Esa said, nuzzling his face against Sylvain's neck. The smaller man hummed 
contentedly, releasing the wooden post in favor of covering Esa's arms around him with his own. They floated a 
bit more in the lake, Esa remaining inside of him until he softened fully. 


Esa laid him down on the shore and jerked him off. As he shut his eyes, cumming and crying out his love, 
he saw stars - stars as bright as the ones above them. He quivered, a little embarrassed at the ropes of 
cum Esa had extracted from him. He covered his stomach and Esa's hand, but the older man grinned down at 


him, clearly pleased. 


Esa held him tightly in bed that night. The next morning, they opted for fucking one last time instead of 
eating breakfast. Esa dropped him at the airport. 


Pathetically, before exiting Esa's car, Sylvain asked him one more time about visiting him in France. 


"I've got a lot on my schedule the next few months," Esa said, patting his shoulder awkwardly as they 
broke apart from a hug. "But I'll let you know." 


Sylvain decided that he would've rather Esa not answered at all. 


As his high from this week started to crash around him, and the novelty of Esa's conditional love was 
fading, he really wished he would've listened to David when he told him not to go to Helsinki. 


He boarded his flight home, feeling low. 


